Translated by 
J P Das © Arlene Zide 


Here Is presenting for the first time 0 
selection of poems written by women 
poets of Orissa, translated Into English 
for all-iIndia readers. Me poets 
Include some of the well-known 
names In Orlya literature os also 
young poets of promise. Me poems 
are not all typically ‘feminist’. 
concemed with the trials and 
tribulations of women: they cover a 
wide range of themes - from etemal 
problems of love and death to 
contemporary soclal Issues like 
poverty, justice and equality. The 
poems In this collection are a major 
contribution to the Indian poetry 
scene. 

The poems have been translated 
from the original Oriya by the well- 
known Ortya poet J.P. Das and 
Amerlcan poetess Arlene Zide. 


ISBN 0-7069-5968-X 


Rs 125 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


UNDER A SILENT SUN 


A Selection of Oriya Women’s Poems 


Translated From the 
Original Oriya by 


J.P. DAS 
& 
ARLENE ZIDE 


VIKAS PUBLISHING HOUSE PVT LTD 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


VIKAS PUBLISHING HOUSE PVT LID 
576 Masjid Road, Jangpura, New Delhi 110 014 


COPYRIGHT © J.P. DAS & ARLENE ZDE, 1992 


Printed at Ramprintograph Delhi-53 (INDIA) 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Preface 


A good deal of Oriya poetry is available in English 
translation and non-Oriya readers are by now familiar 
with the writings of all major Oriya poets. Besides 
works of individual poets, there are several 
anthologies of Oriya poetry in translation too. 
Established women poets of Orissa have naturally 
figured in these anthologies. 

The present anthology was conceived with an 
idea to introduce to English readers the younger 
women poets also who are lesser known or unknown 
outside Orissa. The collection presents the works not 
only of writers who have been active for decades 
and have several published volumes to their credit, 
but also of poets who are new to writing and are 
known only through a few poems published in literary 
journals. This collection is the first anthology of 
poems of Oriya women poets in translation. 

The anthology does not claim to be 
representative either of the women’s poetry scene in 
Orissa or even of the works of the individual women 
poets. This is a collection of poems we enjoyed 
reading and translating. These also happen to be 
some of the best poems in the Oriya language and it 
gives us great pleasure in presenting them to the 
non-Oriyoa readers. 

We thank the poets for their co-operation in Our 
wOrk. 


J.P. Das 


& 
Arlene Zide 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


10. 


Contents 


My Whole Life For Him 
Manorama Mahapatra 


Biswal 
So Many Days 
Bijoyini Das 
Ask Me 
Bijoyini Das 


Coincidence 
Jyotsna Das 


Dharmapada 
Yashodhara Das 


Murderer 
Mamata Dash 


On My Own Grave 
Banaja Devi 


To The Bird 
Banaja Devi 


Magician 
Shakuntala Devi 


Before Anyone Comes 
Pravasini Mahoakud 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


23. 


24. 


Father 
Pravasini Mahakud 


Don’t Know Why 
Pravasini Mahakud 


Wherever You Are, Whichever 
Way You Go 
Pravasin! Mahakud 


The Last Man 
Sanghamitra Mishra 


Sorrow 
Sanghamitra Mishra 


Time’s Other Name 
Sanghamitra Mishra 


The Sea 
Yashodhara Mishra 


Midnight Train 
Yashodhara Mlshra 


Untitled 
Aparna Mohanty 


The Drain 
Brahmotri Mohanty 


Good News Bad News 
Giribala Mohanty 


Wherever Your Are 
Girlbala Mohanty 


Woman 

Giribala Mohanty 
You Forgot That 

Giribala Mohanty 


The Pedlar 
Nirmala Mohanty 


31 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


26. 


27. 


| Knew 
Nirmala Mohanty 


Wife /Mistress 
Sasmita Mohanty 


Tomorrow 
Amiyabala Muni 


My Mother is Smiling Today 
Sulekha Samantaray 


Rain Comes 
Sarojini Sarangi 


The Falklands 
Pratibha Satpathy 


Heroine 
Pratibha Satpathy 


The Oyster 
Pratibha Satpathy 


Eclipsed Time 
Pratibha Satpathy 


The Tryst 
Sunanda Tripathy 


Poem in Motion 
Sunanda Tripathy 


The Sweet Smelling Earth 
Sunanda Tripathy 


Notes on the Poets 


67 


7" 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


My Whole Life For Him 


Manorama Mahapatra (Biswal) 


If ever he comes under a silent sun 
Dampening my eyelids 

Or else in a heavy downpour 

Of the month of Shravana 

In the behag raga of the sarangi. 


How would he know 

| am not here any longer. 

I burn like a wound 

On some missile range by the sea. 


Surely he would come. 

The neem tree would have flowered, 
Its fragrance drifting all around. 

He'll grope for a lost childhood, 

Will mope over it. 

He won't have forgotten 

That childhood like a squirrel’s back; 
The village childhood 

Full of neem and mustard flowers. 


A quiet girl like a shadow 
Red-hued like the manjistha blossom 
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A sullen sunset In her eyes 
Will ask about me 

And other things. 

But how would she know 
For whom 

A whole life passed, 
Waiting, waiting. 


10 
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So Many Days 


Bijoyini Das 


Where were you all these days? 
In which forbidden world? 

In which coveted heaven? 

In which sealed fort of the heart? 
Suddenly, today, you came. 


Had | known that you would come 

I'd have strewn your path 

With flowers of myriad languages 
Washed your feet in the holiest of water. 


Tell me, which Ganga is holier than tears? 
And which flower of a purer white than love? 
Not finding anything else 

| would have spread before you 

My vanity 

My arrogance 

And my ego. 


Placing your feet on these 

You would have stopped awhile 

And my centuries of waiting 

Would have been transformed into Ahalya 
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With that momentary touch. 
The lifeless skeletons of a thousand births 
Would have sprung to life, become voluble. 


But today, coming on you sO unexpectedly 
| have turned lifeless. 


This is not the first time you have come. 
Many times, in many forms you came 
Just as I’m about to fall 

You lift me up, re-tie the jingling anklets 
Round my feet so | can climb, 

Give voice to my mute lips. 


Then, my intoxicated eyes 
Covered by some far away illusion 
Did not recognize you. 


Sometimes, in coyness 

| avoided you 

Thinking of you as my love. 
Other times, 

Imagining you as God 

| kept my distance, 
Devotionless, detached. 
But, for you, my love 

Has been transformed 


Forever, into an eternal garment. 

What would have happened, 

If you'd come alittle earlier? 

Would the mountains have melted? 
Would the rivers have flowed in reverse? 
The sun and moon, clasping hangs, 
Come down to Earth? 


My life 


On a track of its own 
Would certainly have taken some other turn. 


12 
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ଓ 


Ask Me 


Bijoyini Das 


Ask me— 

How does it sound when the heart breaks 
How, on a broken violin, a scale sounds- 
Saregama... 


Ask me— 

The meaning of hurt 

The colour of that blood 

Which turns from red Into a deep black, 
The smouldering incense of pain 

Creates a fistful of the ashes of experience. 


What music haunts 

The casuarina trees of a ruined Konarka 
The fossil of what dreams lie 

Beneath the earth at Mohenjo-daro? 
Ask me. 


Is life just the other name of death 
Living. deception; 

Happiness, only hearsay; 

Trust, the imagination of poets? 
No. about these, don’t ask me. 


13 
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A 


Coincidence 


Jyotsna Das 


When you meet the ocean 

Your desires turn to waves 

Words vaporize into air. 

Taking a step forward 

Your anxious thoughts flame into a pyre, 
Wet feet and sand washed clean. 


When you meet the forest 

Your desires become the seasons 
Your smiles turn into brooks 

Thorn and brush drag at your feet 
And the hills stop you on your way. 


But, of coincidence pain is born. 
Coincidence is happiness. 

The camel resting on the desert sands 
Rises, slowly moving 

Towards a sudden liberation. 


The eyes’ tears 
Cross the shores of the lips. 
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Dreams lie asleep 

In closed rooms. 

You wouldn‘’t want to wake them 
From the depths of slumber. 
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5 


Dharmapada 


Yashodhara Das 


He did not have in his hands 
Chisel and hammer 

To crown Konarka 

He is not Dharmapada.:. 

In his hands 

Is only a rickshaw handle, 

Sheikh Khalil his name. 

In those hands, thin as the /auki vine. 
The handle of oa cycle rickshaw. 
His legs still unfamiliar 

With rickshaw pedals 

Unafraid of trucks and buses 

He drove the rickshaw 

From Tulsipur to Jhanjirimangaloa. 


Hands that should have held paper and pen 
Hands that should have held the reel of o kite 
Hands that should have held brush and palette 
Hands that should have held a flute 

Those hands held the handle of a rickshaw. 
Unafraid, he pedalled 

Ten hours a day 

The entire burden of his family 

On his shoulders. 
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How could head or hands 

Tackle anything but the rickshaw? 
Earning ten rupees 

he could buy rice and dal, 

Barley for an ailing sister, 

A burqa for his mother, 

A woman, unallowed 

To work outside the home 

She said to her son: 

It’s a man’s duty to look after women. 
Since his fother ran away 

From the battlefield of life 

This twelve-year-old now heads the family. 


Sheikh Khalil understands nothing. 
This much he knows 

He has to fix the crowning stone 
On Konarka temple 

With blood and sweat 

Dragging his rickshaw 

From Tulsipur to the OMP crossing. 
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6 


Murderer 


Mamata Dash 


Did | ever call you? 

No. | don’t think so. 

But then, 

Where did you come from, and why? 
Suddenly blackening 

The heart of those bright days I'd earned. 

The long. shining knife in your hand 

Pointing only at me. 

| know then it’s only you who are my murderer. 


Let it be. 

To make this unbearable life of mine 
Which gradually grows hotter 

Worth living 

| kept rearranging it all the time, 

In all these, 

From the constantly ending rainfalls 

To the kiss which vanished in a moment 
To the bed of snow which melted, in a moment. 
But then, had | wanted 

Somebody to murder me this way? 
When | am so mauled, defeated 

At the hands of unfulfilled aspirations? 
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Have you hung around your neck 

That garland 

Of all the faces that | loved, once called my own? 
Then you've killed 

The cuckoo’s call, the moonlight, the honey, 

The enchantment of my world. 


The serpent’s dance, 

Killed the music of the flute 

Echoing in my secret forest. 

Purple blood sticking to your knife 

The power of your presence shook 
The very ground beneath my feet— 
The drama of my past 

Shines in the mirror of your crown jewel, 
You laugh, laugh on and on 

My head bent 

In shame, in fear, devotion 

Or is it the assurance of my having final shelter? 


| won't go anywhere, | promise, 

So do not bind my hands and feet, 
| don’t know where 

This anxious wish comes from. 
This yearning for the touch 

Of your shining knife 

This harsh touch of intense cruelty. 
Look, something like oa soft twilight 
Surrounds us. 


Come, murderer, 

Step into my sacred courtyard 

You're my last guest, after all, aren't you? 
Come, today | feel, you also are my final love. 
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7 


On My Own Grave 


Banaja Devi 


On my own grave | place a flower 
Every day. 

In the light of the early dawn 

| tell the rising sun 

Look, 

Look, the lonely person loving you 
Today is turned to stone, 

S50, 

Only she deserves 

The first ray of your rising glow. 


On my own grave | place a flower 
In the light of a midnight moon. 
Seeing that spreading moonlight 
| say, ` 

Look, 

Look. this lonely person loving you 
Today is silent, 

Among your scattered treasures 
This, her silence 

You alone deserve. 
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8 


To The Bird 


Banaja Devi 


Savy, bird! 

Are you a raised eyebrow of eternal dawn? 
A knife of light, sharp, ready to strike? 
Always the adversary 

Of ignorance, darkness, bondage? 


Holi colors scattered 

In the span of your soft wings. 

A vibrance is in the air, 

Flowers open their petal windows 
And life flows into the lakes 

Of delicate green gross. 


You hand out invitation cards on gold-coloured 
paper 

Tearing corners off gilt envelopes 

Drops of fragrance scatter 

Summoning anxious footsteps 

When the finger points to the horizon. 


Say. bird! 


Are you a magnanimous emperor 
Your treasurehouse of wealth unique 
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Sculpture and art beyond compare 
Your nest hanging 

Under this thin canopy of clouds. 
The beauty of your hesitant wings. 
Tired, folded up. 
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9 


Magician 


Shakuntala Devi 


My noon blazed as in the blistering month of Boaisakh 
How damp it was, how warm. 

Like a writhing fish near the banks 

| opened my spider eyes and peered from 

The distant window. 


The heat, the blazing sun 

Suddenly silent on the lonely island. 

The morning’s multi-coloured butterflies 
Fluttered about, laughing 

Chanting hymns of sacred moments. 


When noon arrived they became drowsy. 
Shrunken with fear, 
Seeing me in this new guise. 


A flower said, how do you feel 

And dropped to the ground 

This life took on new form 

Midday turned to afternoon. then evening 
Opened up the net 

And one by one, threw away the fish. 
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From my window, the furrow of memory lengthened 


The sun departing In the sky, 
The half-light half-shadow of the world 
| became trapped in my own amazement. 


24 
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10 


Before Anyone Comes 


Pravasini Mahakud 


Before anyone comes, | will return 

As the daybreak, as a garland of dewdrops. 
To morning’s first step | will come 

On gentle feet 

Restless with impatience, to the waiting earth. 
To light | move from darkness 

| want to be the light. 


Before anyone comes 

| want to be a voice lost 

In the chirping of the birds 

Wipe the sun's scent from their wings 
Drench them 

In a bouquet of blessings. 

Let's see if, just like that | can beat my wings 
| am a lonely bird flying the empty blue skies. 
Making no conditions, ready— 

| declare my presence. 


Before anyone comes 

| am willing to be a river, 

To quench the thirst of the entire world 
Willing to be a tiny stream 
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In fields green with paddy 
Where the farmer’s whole year of dreams 
Is suspended, searching the sky. 


If another Buddha were to descend, 

Releasing a thousand doves of peace 

From the cruel hands of a barbarous Ashok, 
Proclaiming love from his pitiless heart 

In the place of war, 

| might become the banks of the river Niranjoana, 
The shadow of the Bodhi tree. 


Before anyone comes, 

| am willing to be a torch 

If the coming morning’s path ahead is brightened 
By erasing miles and miles of darkness. 

From this time on, 

| might become a seedling. 

If, some years from now, of even a single wayforer, 
My shadow might ease the weariness. 


| might spin a cocoon 

Before anyone comes. 

And after a few days, become a beautiful butterfly, 
If children in a future garden 

Ran to catch me on their tiny feet, 

Drowning the cackle of birds with their sweet babble. 
I might become a kite 

To be flown through azure skies. 

| might become a flower, 

In the garden of time, the whole year long. 

Become its pollen, become the fragrance 

In its honeyed petals. 


Before anyone comes, 

| might become a canvas. 

There'll come an artist who will paint on me 
With all the colours of his heart, 

The greatest picture of the 21st century. 
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Become a mountain of words, 

A neverending stream of passion. 

For some poet-storyteller who will write 
Life’s epic. 


Before anyone comes, 

| might become Mother Mary or Devaki 
And give the gift of Jesus and Krishna 

To the world. 

| might become a sky 

Without the threat of star wars 

Stronger than a thunderbolt. 

For that man suffering in disease and pain, 
| might become a honeyed, gentle touch. 
Wherever | am, 

No matter how far away. 

Ill return, 

A dream of the future. 
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Father 


Pravasini Mahakud 


Why didn’t you kill me that very doy, father 
With your double-barrelled shotgun? 

Why didn’t you pull the trigger? 

That day, the first time that | disobeyed you, 
Talked back to you with bitter words? 

I never had the confidence 

To stand up to you. 

The more you showed your love for me, the more 
| hurt you. Why is that? 

You've never slighted 

My littte whims, my wishes. 

Never have you forced on me 

The red whip of your will; 

You always have been lenient. 

So perhaps that’s why I’ve done 

Whatever | have wanted, for so long. 

In the green forests of your trust 

I’m an unwanted seedling. 

And still cannot understand the reason why 
Daughters such os | 

With fathers such as you before them 
Commit such wrongs. 
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Don’t Know Why 


Pravasini Mahakud 


Hive in your love 

| die In your love 

| burn and light others like a candle 

Like the forest fire on either side. 

| hear no one’s call 

The casual conversation of love and deception 
Burdened with a sweet ache. 


What is this feeling, this sweet sound 

Which within me, shatters like glass? 

This pitiful shivering? What is this poet's life 
Heavy with defeat, steeped in loss 

And the sadness of pleasure? 

If | die now 

Sorrow cannot lay its hand on my thick hair, 

My closed eyelids, my lips, the garland of tears 
My only consolation— 

Once, | had taken out the man inside you 
Holding his hands in the moonlight of affection. 
| could make the man inside you 

Stand under the shade of the gulmohoar tree 

In the season of flowers 

In a tender spring 
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In a one-time love 

You are that fully fulfilled neéd 

lam a woman who goes on burning within herself 
Who with the sound of a glass heart breaking 
Shatters, shatters. . . . 
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Wherever You Are, Whichever 
Way You Go 


Pravasini Mahakud 


Here | am, waiting for you like this 
Not knowing which way to turn. 


| don’t know how long Ill stay this way. 
Except for your address. 

Except for the pain of our first meeting 
You left nothing behind. 

Not anything from which | could discover 
Over and over again 

The greatest gift of life. 


Here | am. flashing on and off, off and on 
A hundred-watt bulb of self-confidence 
In the irritation of a power failure 

In an Inward-gazing gray sorrow 

All alone in a hazy solitude. 


Not for a moment did | ask for a promise 
Nor did you give any. 


Rainbows and moonlight, 
Who doesn’t need them? 
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But | can find My way 

Through rain and moonless night 
All these days, for this alone 

| waited for your call. 


MillioAs of times 

I've come face to face with you 

On another blue planet 

The core of your being 

Radiating a divine light 

I’m covered in a rosy sweat 

Of anticipation and excitement. 
Year after year, 

My confidence in meeting you even once 
Secretly kept growing. 

Today. without conditions, 

Without hesitations, 

My entire past present future 

My complete incompleteness 
And the inner conflict 

Of desire and passion, yes and no— 


These, | stand ready 
To dedicate to you. 
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The Last Man 


Sanghamitra Mishra 


Am | the last man 

Ramakrishna, Jesus, or Shankara 

For whose coming such pitiful prayers are made 
To gods on the shores of the ocean of milk? 

For whom sixteen thousand gopinis are born? 
At whose wishes the monkey army 

Is born to bridge the seven seas? 


lam the last man 

At the end of the line, sad and pallid 

With empty sack and torn bag 

Standing in line 

Returning home disappointed when the shop is 
closed. 

| om the last man within the four walls of this house. 
Even if you sweep out all four corners 

Here there is no sign of life. 

Yet, breath keeps ticking 

With the rhythm of the hands of the clock. 

| am the man at the foot of the steps. 

My eyes cannot find the sky above. 

If | strain to see, 
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Time and time again, the heavy load slips off 
| cannot straighten up my lowly head. 


For that last man 

The voiceless pain of waiting 

When will he reach the Liongate— 

Of the Jagannath temple 

When will he beg benevolence of the god 
At the end of the journey? 

Of many beginnings, that is the end, 
The proof of many hypotheses, 

Of many ordeals by fire, the resolution. 
The enchanted acceptance 

Of many inevitable moments. 


Though he is the last man 

Wait and see 

In three hours 

The ration shops will open their doors 

They'll throw wide the gates to the movie house. 
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Sorrow 


Sanghamitra Mishra 


Sorrow is the money-lender 
Who sits on the doorstep. 
You keep on repaying. 

But can never pay it off. 

If keeps mounting 

Day by day. 

Is there no escape? 


He tries to jump over the circle 

But only breaks his bones in oa fall. 

in the race 

It is sorrow which sprints ahead of you 
And reaches the goalpost first. 


Sorrow is the goldfish, 
Beautiful to behold in your net 
But when you try to catch it 
Slips away. 


It is sorrow which waits for you. 


At the door. like your mother. 
Sorrow sits near the Garuda pillar, 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


Its fragrance wafts below the throne of God. 
Omnipotent sorrow! 


We, the humble subjects 

Of its kingdom. 

And for those it loves, sorrow makes its own 

For them. it worries more than death. 

It doesn’t care if you are father, 

Son. friend, wife. 

In its reign, day and night are equal. 

A perpetual deluge, a twelve-month monsoon. 
An uncontrollable stream. 


All eyes have lost their lustre 

Sleepless. without food. burdened like a donkey. 
Numberless sighs pent up within their chests 
They are the subjects. 

For them. the royal words are joyful. 

Sorrow the only obedience, 

Another name for life, 

And history tells a tale of sorrow 

Ifs colours fast, growing deeper every day. 
Yashoda scatters a handful of rice 

Before the sacred crow. 

So he'll return.* 


“ There is 0 belief In Orisso that if the crow Cows. you con expect o guest 
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Time’s Other Name 


Sanghamitra Mishra 


Time has no name no caste 

No parents no friends 

It has no identity 

Its footfalls are heard 

In the beggar's bowl. 

Time swings from the bird’s nest 

Time has gone with grandma's last tooth 

Time laughed in the toothless mouth of the toddler 
Time nods its head 

On grandpa'’s brassheaded walking-stick. 


Like the resonance within the words 

Like the picture of a man reflected in a mirror 
Time looks at 

You or me 

How casually! 

Time looks at avatars and prophets 

In the fixed look of Urmila, Yashodhara 

Time rings the last bell at school 

When your heart pounds before exams 
Time pats you on the head like your mother 
Time stares with Yashoda’s eyes 

At the dust left by the chariot heading for Mathura. 
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The mother’s heart is tired 

A million knots are tied 

In the unending string of waiting. 

So who is it that divided time 

Into three parts: past, present, future 

Black and white get mixed up sometimes, like twins— 
You can't say who is younger, who older. 


Time grew old 

The day you propped up that creeper 
Trampled under the cow's hooves. 

In the noon sun 

You opened an umbrella overhead. 

When | sat dejected 

Why did you make my mind stray? 
Because you desire it 

The chariot moves on Time’s badadanda: 
The holy solagram stone rolls down 

The waters of Gangotri 

Because you want it so 

Glass turns into gemstone 

You'‘d like to wait 

For the return of another deathless moment. 


“ The main road in Puri leading to the Jagannath Temple. 
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The Sea 


Yashodhara Mishra 


There is no escape from the sea. 
Sometimes, 

When you're not watching 

If snatches things from your hands. 
Sometimes, at your feet 

It washes up 

The things you’d thrown away. 


Or, those cheap earrings 

A little girl, bathing in the sea 
Once had lost, 

Had grieved over, 

And, in the end, forgotten— 
The sea washes up again, 
After an age. 
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18 
Midnight Train 


Yashodhara Mishra 


Waiting for the midnight train 

Surrounded by mounds of sundry holdalls and trunks, 
Nodding. wakes up with a start. 

Checks his watch. 

Becomes alert, 

Stretches. 

Lights a cigarette, paces up and down 

Sees the people 

Huddled in sleep 

And smiles to himself. 


Not yet time for the train to come. 
The cigarette is finished, 

The huddled people sleep on. 
Not turning over even once. 


Surrounded by mounds of sundry holdalls and trunks 


The man checks his watch, 
Nods off. 
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Untitled 


Aparna Mohanty 


What do you see 

Looking at me like this? 

Checking whether or not | resemble 
Poetry’s muse? 

With which ornaments bedecked, 
In what style my hair arranged? 

If I'll sparkle exactly 

Like that doll in your imagination? 
Perhaps that thought has brought 
A new glint to your eyes 

Or 

Undressing the coy maiden 

In your mind, 

You drag me to that temple of love. 
The bridal chamber 

The pen slips 

Describing breasts and hips 
Thoughts become 

The lolling tongues of desire. 


God! 


From birth I've been brought up 
In the blind well of ignorance. 
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Small-mindedness, 

Happy always 

To have offered into your hands 
This rare womanhood. 

My touchstone body 

For weighing. 

For your judgement, 

Like some fresh-cut piece of meat. 


I've kept quiet 

I’ve accepted 

That it’s my nature 

To keep quiet, 

Even if | have no other 

Respectable identity 

But that of ovary 

Approved by you. 

That | can think, con feel, 

That oa special touch of the soul 

Con redeem my frame of flesh and blood, 
Coan claim paroamarth, the supreme meaning 
Can achieve the moksha or salvation. 
That this body is not 

A silk-clad statue 

Or a fly caught in oa spider's web, 

That this body can lift its head 

And tower like a sky-touching temple 
Of knowledge and consciousness. 
Often waking to this possibility 

In roised voice saying this aloud 

I've stopped. from some odd fear 
Kept silent, 

Even though much earlier 

Should have spoken out. 

| would have said, 

Addressing you alone— 

Take off your mask, 

Off with it! 

What sort of friend are you? 


42 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


What sort of soul-mate? 

What kind of companion? 

What kind of partner in life’s journey? 
Shame on you! 

From history's beginnings 

I have had to take as men 
Carnivorous dogs and tigers 
Shackled in the chains 

Of rank and status. 

Shame on me! 

Unable to say this openly 
Imprisoned in some enchantment, 
Entangled in illusion. 


So with bent head 

I listen always 

To my own suppressed and pitiful cries 
Shame on me! 

A hundred times more so than on you. 
Feeling that this is all that | deserve, 
Believing myself to be 

The lowliest of the low, 

Giving myself over 

To the accursed half of the world. 
Shame, and shame again! 

On me 

A hundred times more! 
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The Drain 


Brahmotri Mohanty 


It casually bears many shortcomings. 

It is not in its nature to collect things; 

Its achievement is in carrying things off. 

Many new things come in new looks, new shapes, 
If stirs them all up 

And destroys the uniqueness of each. 


We try to mutilate it, 

Make it laothsome, ugly, 
Slapping stains all over it 

But that’s just for a moment, 

If humbles us, 

Reasserts itself in its original form 
The way it was a moment back. 


We turn up our noses, but it is our own, 

If never shames us, we die in our own shame. 
What hope of gain? Do our interests clash? 

It makes us feel small 

And becomes great in its own right. 
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| bow before It, 

But It’s a bowling to me own senses. 
Does the busy sun pride itself 

At the greeting of the morning? 
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Good News Bad News 


Giribala Mohanty 


I'm telling it the way it happened. 
This is the way the world is now. 


Disease sorrow hunger in every house. 
At the end of the month of magha 

If it rains it’s good for the king 

Good for the land. 

But this magha the heavy downpour 
Wreaked havoc 

The winter crop damaged. 

Disease in every house. 


And here, before month’s end 

Your pay packet finished. 

The rations too. 

Shortages everywhere. 

It'd be a shame 

If spring came now. 

What would it think 

Seeing such disease, such poverty, such sorrow? 
Straining to feed a hungry belly 

Who has the time to welcome it 

With the melody of the gundakeri raga? 
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Where is the space 

To write a welcome message 

Or lay out a spread? 

At the foot of a tree, on the footpath, 

At the bottom of a drain, on the office verandah? 
These are not fit places 

For a visit from the prince of seasons. 
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Wherever You Are 


Giribala Mohanty 


Wherever you are 

In the Kremlin or in California 
In Berlin or Ethiopia 

In Koraput or Korea 

In plenty or in poverty 

In famine or whatever 

You are in, 

It won't leave you. 


It has no shame 

It’s not going to listen at all. 
Whether this one is a socialist 
Or the other, an imperialist. 
Whether this one is a landlord 
And that one just a formhand. 
It won't look at anyone's face. 
With enormous force 

It will devour you 

Will burst out of you 

To gobble you up. 


If has a huge yawning mouth 
Huger even than Koraput or Ethiopia 
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Than old age and disease 

That even Death itself. 

Furious and fierce. 

Though you have repeatedly 

Not accepted it 

Since it’s insignificant, and vulnerable 
If will call your bluff— 

It will swallow you 

And the whole world too. 


It’s the ferocity of the belly — 
Hunger. 
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Woman 


Giribala Mohanty 


How can a girl child 
Have anything like sorrow? 


How can you be afraid 

Of someone who you were born to, 
Grew up with, travelled with? 

Who you lived with 

And will die with? 

What's all this fuss about her? 

How can a girl child 

Have anything like sorrow? 

That there’s all this commotion over her? 


A mere woman 

What's all this hope and yearning about? 

You're this man’s daughter, that man’s wife, 

That man’s mother. Stay that way. 

Why should you go looking for a separate name? 
You’ve been born, that’s enough. 

What is all this — 

Feeling, needing. understanding? 

How can a woman have a heart that throbs? 
Take this offering. 
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There's this throne. | 

This altar on which gods are kept, 

Give your all there, your offerings. 

How can you expect some kind of return? 
Ordinary desires, passions?—What of them? 
You have to stay oa goddess 

Always shining in patience 

Even as Kall, scimitar and skull in hand, 
Killing the demon, 

There’s got to be a smile on your face! 
How can there be anything like anger? 
What is this curse? 
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You Forgot That 


Giribala Mohanty 


When you took me out to show me a mountain, 
you forgot 

That you yourself are a mountain 

The heart may break 

But you do not break. 


When you took me out to show me the spring 
you forgot 

That you yourself are a spring 

The tongue lolls with thirst in a gaping mouth 
But you do not stop. 


When you took me out to show me a temple-god 
you forgot | 

That you yourself are a god 

Knocked upon the stone In prayer, 

the forehead cracks 

But you do not budge. 
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The Pedloar 


Nirmala Mohanty 


The pedlar of happiness 

Basket on his head, 

Hawks his wares, his voice 

Overflowing into the streets 

Of Vrindavan, Mathura and Dwaraka. 
The leafless Kadamba tree has budded 
And the water ripples 

In the Yamuna of the mind. 


Who are you, pedlar? 

Where is your home? 

What is your name? 

What pleasures have you brought to sell, 
That, lusting after, | rush in and out of this house, 
Like a madwoman. 


Tell me the truth, pedlaor 
You're not going to cheat me 
In the name of happiness? 
My life’s strings are bound 

To the four walls 

Sorrow its relentless fate. 
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| am but a basket of that sorrow. 
A verse of despair. 


| am a respectable woman, pedlar 
| have crossed the threshold 

And now stand 

Upon the streets 

Leaving behind family and caste, 
My rank and honour. 

At the magic of your call 

I've run out 

Into the open. 


My straying feet won't return home, pedloar. 
Honour once damaged, cannot be repoaired. 
When a dream palace is shattered 

As when a glass doll breaks, it can’t be fixed. 


What spell then have you cast 
That | go running blindly, after you? 
What raga are you singing 

That shakes the very soul 

And jolts the universe? 


Hold on, pedlar, 

| will buy all the happiness in your basket, 
At the price of my mind, 

Paying for it with my grief. 

I might lose everything in this deal, 

But then who cares? 

Let our bargain, 

This profit and loss 

Live for ever. 
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| Knew 


Nirmala Mohanty 


| knew you wouldn't come 
Riding a magic horse, 
A fairytale prince. 


| knew you wouldnt bring 
Golden deer, silver lilies 
To please me. 


Though hidden there on your silent lips 
Are secret hints of promises 
You won't express them. 


My happiness, sorrow, laughter, cries— 
You will not be a parimer 

Sharing in my journey’s path. 

Though strength resides 

In your powerful arms 

You're not the one to rescue Ahalyo 
With a touch. 


My endless waiting meaningless, | know. 
Then, spending time like pocket change 
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With what hope, 
Why do | wait for your return? 


After so much thinking 

After realizing so much 

Yearning stretches out like railway lines 
As if there’s so much more. 


| feel, you are more than any of these, 
Even more unfathomoable. 
Beyond compare. 
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Wife/Mistress 


Sasmita Mohanty 


1. Wife 


In the posture of surrender 

A peaceful, still, full river 
Laughingly bears 

The brunt of paddle and oar, 
Is not troubled by 

The ocean's fearsome roar. 


In the courtyard 

A small well 

Full with sweet cold water 
Whenever you need it, 
There to quench your thirst. 


2. Mistress 
Rippling 


Jumping, running 
Over thorny ground 
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A tomboy brook 
Its destination 
Far away 

Far, very far... 


On the carpet of the grassy lawn 
Slowly 

Gathering 

Drops of dew 

Alluring as a diamond 

Dazzling, but 

Adds oil 

To the fire of thirst. 
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Tomorrow 


Amiyabala Muni 


Tomorrow has promised 

To come here 

Riding the soft wings of a dove. 
It will surely come here 

As the auspicious promise 

Of all my hopes. 


It will enter my ill-fated life 

And then... 

Taking me as its own in a flood of affection 
Will draw the rights to my existence 

Into an everflowing stream. 


Then, in my humble voice 

II tell it 

Wash away all my faults 

In the purity of the scriptures 
Accept me 

Into your forgiving. loving pages. 
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My Mother is Smiling Today 


Sulekha Samantaray 


My mother is smiling today 
My mother is smiling. 


Today the fragrance of Dussehro 
Spreads on the Autumn wind. 


Today the stream of joy flows 

Through the lanes and hamlets, the suburbs 
and the cities. 

The kashaotandi flower is bent in laughter 

And the sunajhari blossoms flutter to the ground, 
Making everybody's face bloom 

With a star of pleasure. 


My mother is smiling today. 
My mother is smiling. 


Dussehra Is forbidden to me. 

| am denied even simple laughter. 
But who would dare deny me 

The love of my mother 

Who could part her from me? 
Who could take from me this pen 
Of tears? 
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Placing the only thing | own. my only treasure 
At my mother’s feet 

| plead with her today 

| worship her. 


She goes on smiling. laughing 
Sitting on her pedestal. 


| go on watching My mother, 
And she, me. 

Suddenly my tears 

Turn into pearls 

And like some long-lost treasure 
| collect them all 

Carefully place them 

In the storehouse of my grief. 


Then. like blue and red lilies 
In every corner of my mind 
A wave of pleasure blooms and dances. 


My mother is smiling today 
My mother is smiling. 
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Rain Comes 


Sarojini Sarangi 


In the anxiety of 

Excited moments 

Of anticipated time and date— 
After ruminating over 

Sighs and dialogues 

From the parentheses of meeting 
| no longer wish 

To lose myself, like a hermit 

In a blemished forest; 

I no longer wish 

To lose myself like a shell 

In the ocean of your eyes. 


The postscript to 

Love and many beliefs 

Raises a voice of ending. 

In the flush of my existence 

The Kadamba flowers of love wither 
In the embrace of crucified time. 
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The rains come in the month of Boaisokh 

Rain cascades through the blood In my veins 
Rain comes leaping 

Over the Krishnachuda tree of my restless age 
In the warm breath of the century. 
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The Falklands 


Pratibha Satpathy 


In the water that eyes cannot reach 

A slice of green full of life 

In the branches thick with leaves 

The restful nest, 

Innocent leaves dancing in the breeze, 
Reverberating with the chatter of young birds 
Mankind’s eternal land 

The Falklangas ... 

Where did all this fire come from? 

From where the stretching of these pointed claws? 
These sharp teeth? 

Now there is only black smoke 

Only blood — 

ls this the blind vulture’s greed? 

His ruthless pride? 

Say, you who ordains the fate of this world, 
Look, 

At all this charred green 

This ravaged, bleeding nest 

Look, 

How, stretching out his wings 

The bloodthirsty, blind vulture within you 
Has blotted out the entire sky. 
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Heroine 


Pratibha Satpathy 


Listen 

At others' hands, never. 

At my own hands 

| suffer torment 

l become a net 

Myself become bound up, entangled 
Suffer. 


Criticism, infamy 

Plaintiveness, anxiety 

l invite all of these upon myself 
Cruelty, deceit 

The bluff of lies 

| leap beyond. 

The five elements of life blossom 
Blood flows unchecked 

The surge of that river of blood 
Washes away 

My existence. 

Still in my finest clothes 

| envelop 

This throne 

Encrusted with precious stones. 
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Man— 

Sometimes beggar, outcaste 
Sometimes sovereign king 
Or else, sometimes 

An inspired hermit— 

Out of his own desire, 

Stands 

Nearest to this throne. 


| am supreme miserliness 

Am ultimate charity 

In a single point 

The problem and its resolution 
Like unquiet happiness 

From a bleeding wound 
Priceless 

Myself the mystery 

Myself the highest virtue. 


A great poet 

Is born 

From every utterance 

From my sidelong glance 
From smile, from stance 
From wounds, from joy 

From arrogance, from anger 
Even from my 

Cruellest jealousy. 

lam heroine, a prima donna 
Without equal 

Against destruction-seeking Time 
| dare. 
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The Oyster 


Pratipa Satpathy 


In the empire of salt water 

Ashamed, helpless 

Before the yawning mouths of whales 
My fate was just to keep on crawling. 


You don’t remember 

The affinity of time. 

Sometimes, at the crest of the ocean 
A bright star shines. 

Out of a million stars, 

Why does just that one 

Stare at me alone? 

Or, is it 

That | have, all on my own, called it mine 
And offered to it 

All the silent prayers of my heart? 


From beyond the seven layers of the ocean depths 
Someone calls 

Come, get up. look at the sky! 

A lightning strike within me. 

The core of my pitiful body, 

Smaller than the palm of your hand 
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Awakens. 

Lips part. 

From a great distance. from the sky 
What is it that falls, succulent 

A beauty never seen before? 

A jot of creative imagination. 

The void shakes. 

Earth and heaven chime with a lilting Om 
The entire sea rolls and sways. 


Nearer and nearer 

Comes the celestial drop. 

It falls into my open mouth. 

At that very moment, 

In the green forests of romance 
My new youth blossoms; 

The next moment, 

Becomes pregnant. 
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Eclipsed Time 


Pratibha Satpathy 


| feel as if I’m half-asleep 
When what cannot be seen 
Takes shape before my eyes 
As if I’m in a long, dark cave 
The desire to return, defeated 
The body, a gradual anxiety 
Of future allurements. 


Once you‘ve gone some distance 

You can only look back, 

And then a heart of stone breaks into sarcastic 
laughter 

The one who laughs. invisible. 

The mind, numb with despair 

The long walk, for nothing. 

The restlessness of the wound, alive. 


The afternoon feels like a winter dawn 

Dull yellow sun like the pallid glance of a sick moon 
The lonely cawing of a crow 

Like the cooing of the Kumbhatua bird 

Are deceitful turns of phrase 

Here hunger is inevitable 
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Food dear 
Salt water for your thirst 
And polluted air in every breath. 


Mother-love here 

Is a convoluted arithmetic of gain and loss 
What other relationship is there? 

In a night of famine 

Numerous jealous eyes jostle you 

Selfish hands are the swaying hoods of snakes 
In totally false commiseration. 

Awake, or sleeping 

If you're not watching. 

Your own kin become killers. 


Day after day the serenading of the failed flute 
Paints a dark shadow across the face 

Imprints on body and mind 

The ten thousand names of despair. 
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The Tryst 


Sunanda Tripathy 


When the whole city is asleep 
| remove my anklets 
And enter your room 
On soft, stolen steps. 


You lie there In your room 

On the disordered bed, unmoving. 

Books strewn all around. 

In the midst of these, alone, you lie asleep 
A smile of some strange contentment 
On your sleeping face. 

Quietly, by your bed, | sit 

Smooth your dishevelled hair, 

Then. bend down and with my sharp nails 
Tear apart your chest 

And with both my hands scoop out 

A fistful of pulsating soft pink flesh. 


By the odour of that flesh | am spellbound 
Hold it to my breast. 

They become one, for a moment, 

The word and the silence 
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Then, they become one- 
Sky and earth. 


Before you wake 

| put it back in place 

Caress your open chest. 

The wound fills up in a moment 
As if nothing had occurred. 


As before, you go on sleeping 
Quietly, | walk out of your room. 
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Poem in Motion 


Sunanda Tripathy 


There is some ash, some blood 
Sticking to the wings, 

A dove flies 

Around a ring of fire. 


The people there 
Mill around 
Dressed in paper clothes. 


Here youth falls 

With the winter leaves 

While someone signs a deed of compromise, 
Reading the marks 

Beneath someone's low cut neckline, 
Another runs off. 

Here youth falls with the winter leaves. 


At the muffled cry 

Of the ruined walls 

The deep slumber 

Of winter nights shatters. 
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The man on the street 
Drags you to his alley 
Where last night someone 
Burnt down his hut. 


While | was away 

Time slipped under the door 
A sealed envelope 

lam afraid of opening. 
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The Sweet-Smelling Earth 


Sunanda Tripathy 


How can | prove it 

When | myself don’t know 
If | am chaste, 

Unchoaste? 


Even SO. 

When the spell is broken 

You'll see 

On our village burning ground, my death fire 
Reduced to cinders 

The windswept ashes of my pyre blown away. 
And the earth there 

Being kissed 

By a flock of butterflies. 
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